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SON OF YOUNG MAN
(Third in a series)
Patrick M. Sullivan
[en ventra sa mere]
The Young Man was
despondent. He was down. He
was considering a career as a
paralegal. He was even losing
his grip on that short, concise;:
clear writing style that he had
learned in -Contracts Writing way
back two years ago under the
firm grip of Harry "Hard facts
make bad law" Zavos, who
actually taught a great class, and
I should know, because I got an
83. (Whoops! Slipped out of the
third person there, gotta change
back.)
The Young Man changed
back into the third person.
(Ahhh .... that's much better .... I
can feel that comedy building,-
building ... ) Yes, the future was
a mite too uncertain for the
Young Man's tastes. In fact, it
was 110% uncertain, give or take
about 10% Percent. Suddenly, a
memory took shape in the Young
Man's head, not unlike a cactus
exploding across the desert sands,
spewing thousands of baby
tarantulas across the landscape.
(Not exactly a perfect metaphor,
but if you .want conventional
humor, stay out of this column.)
Images of the future
darted across the empty highways
of his mind. "Schmuck & Young
Man" the sign read. (Have to
change that first thing, He
thought ... doesn't flow the way
"YOUNG MAN & Schmuck"
does.) "We do intellectual
property, most foreign cars, and
thick juicy steaks, just the way
you like 'em." Hmmmm...
naahh! All those billable hours
would really interfere with his
down time (9:00 AM Monday -
Continued on page S.
NIGIITLITE
NIGHT OF THE, LAW ZOMBIES
by Bill Daniels
GOOD EVENING. Bear
with me. This is 'the column
from hell. Appropriate for the
Halloween month of October. I
suppose. So it's 4 a.m.
I'm home. Staring at a computer
screen. Three-and-a-half hours
sleep. Severely distorted
perception level. Deadlines are
deadlines.
But, if you're evening
division, you know the feeling.
Half closed eyes. Night of the
living law zombies. Live the
Loyola night school dream.
CHANNEL THAT
SEXUAL PASSION. Okay. We
all need reassurance there's life
beyond Torts and Death Penalty
270.
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NO CODE - DO NOT RESUSCITATE
Braulio Montesino
Watching a man die
changes a person. I had seen
-death many times before; as a
Registered Biological
Photographer it was my job to '
photograph -people, and their
constituent parts, at all stages of
life and death. This particular
experience was significantly
different for me, in that Mr.
Reed+ had died while I was with
him.
I had not previously
know Mr. Reed in any real sense.
One of his surgeons had
requested that I 'document Mr.
Reed's post-operative recovery by
sequentially photographing
several surgical scars on his head.
This routine task required that I
see the patient once a day for
approximately two weeks.
The screams of "Help
me! Someone let me go!" were
the _first thing I heard when I
arrived on Mr. Reed's floor. The
charge nurse informed me that
the patient was "confused" and,
as such, had been restrained. To
my surprise, however, I was
greeted with silence the moment
I entered Mr. Reed's room. He
- was obviously aware of my
- presence and somehow seemed
satisfied that someone had come.
I explained to Mr. Reed that I
would be photographing his scars,
even though the nurse had
- assured me that he could not
understand my words I
photographed his head from
several angles, always
conforming to proper protocol.
Throughout the time I was with
him he held his head erect and
looked straight ahead as if he
somehow wanted to maintain his
dignity. When I finished, I
thanked Mr. Reed for his
cooperation and left. The
moment I stepped out of the room
I was surprised to hear the
screams resume. This happened
every day for four - days.
My arrival on the fifth
day was eerie. The floor seemed
perfectly normal except for Mr.
Reed's screams; there were none.
When I entered his room Mr.
Reed looked directly at me,
which he head never done before,
but he said nothing. Again I
explained what I would be doing
and began taking the requisite
photographs. When I had
completed my task I wondered at
his stillness . Was he still
breathing? No! I jabbed at the
emergency call button but only
one nurse arrived. "Where's the
heart team?" I asked. "He's a No
Code" was the only response.
I later learned that Mr.
Reed's only living relative was a
sister in Vermont. From a
distance of over 2000 miles she
had signed a document which
instructed that her brother not be
resuscitated. I was dumbfounded.
How could such a thing be! . No
one had asked Mr. Reed if he
would prefer to live or die. Of
course, he had been in his
eighties, and it was costing quite
a bit of money to keep him in the
hospital. Did financial
considerations ultimately cost him
his life? Alternatively, was his
sister compassionately attempting
to spare her brother and further
suffering? There was no way to
tell, only the .order remained ...
"Do Not Resuscitate. "
In one sense, Mr. Reed
was not alone. There are
hundreds, if not thousands, very
much like him who fight the same
fight every day. These are not
limited to the old and the poor.
Mr. Reed is only one of
thousands who deserve our
attention. The victims of violent
crimes or of environmental
"accidents" are, conceptually, not
a great deal different from Mr.
Reed.
Perhaps as we formulate
our plans for our own futures we
can give a little thought to the
Mr. Reeds of the world.
t A pseudonym
TIlE WRATII OF KAHN
Diane Kahn
This monthly column is
designed to keep you updated on
what is going on in SBA. Often
many people have the same
questions or concerns and it
would be more efficient to
address those issues in one place
where they are accessible to
everyone. Hence, this article.
One of the main goals
the SBA has this year is to have
an active and diverse calendar of
events. In order to implement
this idea, there is a monthly
calendar posted in the SBA
office. If all of the student
organizations come in and write
down their activities and
meetings, then there will be less
overlap. This would enable a
greater number of students to .
participate in each event. In
addition, everyone will have one
place to survey the campus
events planned for a particular
week.
If you have any
comments regarding the food
service, please see Brian in the
cafeteria. His desk is located by
the snack/drink area. He will
be able to answer your questions
and has more pull than I do in
implementing your suggestions.
Brian is interested in hearing
your complaints and
complements.
Continued on page S.
Well, my wife goes to
parties without me. It's because
I'm booked till the July 1994 bar
exam. I'd feel bad. But she
brings home good stories. The
other day she brought me this
one. Perfect for the month of
Halloween ...
THE ULTIMATE
FAMILY LAW HYPO. We
know this couple.
He is thirty five. One of
the nation's top channelers. You
know about channelers, right?
Professional podiums. Vessels
for long-dead barbarian warriors.
Assyrian peasant women.
Various riff-raff and royalty of
the spirit world.
My wife has seen him
work. Says it's like watching a
one man show. I don't know if
he does requests: I'll have to
ask.
That's He. She, his
wife, is also heavily into - the
psychic scene. They're the
perfect couple. Soul mates.
Even better. He and She
believe they've been lovers injust
about all their previous lives.
You think I'm making this up,
'right? Anyway,' this life is
supposed to be different. The
others, they tell us, weren't
terrific. This one will work.
Continued on page 4.
So he keeps telling her
how in-love he is. How happy
their marriage is. She eats it up.
Loves him very much. A solid
marriage.
The channeling business
is good. No money worries. He
even hires a secretary to help out.
I'll cut to the chase.
He urges her to quit her
job. "You don't-need the stress,"
he says.
She gives two weeks
notice. Then walks in on He and
secretary in bed. It's July. The
affair has been going on since
February. A mid-life motivated
event. Conducted at their home.
Consummated in their bed.
Serious psychic indignities.
The Running Dog of Capitalism
The first year of law
school is a challenge, granted.
But don't complain, because
you've got it easy compared to
what it could have been. I am
referring, of course, to Professor
Gideon Kanner. What is so
intimidating about Kanner? You
may have noticed him already.
He can be spotted lurking around
campus after most day students
have left. An unassuming
gentleman in a pull over sweater
and grey tussled locks. But don't
be fooled, he is no gentleman.
Kanner the legend, Kanner the
myth, Kanner the terrible.
During orientation of our first
year my classmates were abuzz
with. the horrible tumors from the
upperclass: "Oh no, you've got
Kanner. I'm really sorry to hear
that" . The friends I had made
that first week before Kanner's
class approached me with their
plan. "We're going to meet on
Sunday afternoon at the library to
go over the cases for Kanner's
class." "Listen," I said, "You
guys meet on Sunday. I'm going
to be in Palm Springs, catching
the last summer rays." ,
First day of class: Kanner
had us go around and introduce
ourselves. That ate up a good 4S
minutes or so. Every once in a
while he would ask a student to
speak up. "WHAT?! If I can't
hear you, how do you expect one
of those 80 year old judges to
hear you? SPEAK UP!"
Definitely not a gentleman.
Second--day-ofclaSs: We
started off with a case about
Riparian rights. My xerox copy
smelled like Coppertone and
lemonade, but I had read it.
Kanner was going through the
attendance list picking offunwary
students one by one. He wasn't
going to get me without a fight.
I have this theory; everyone's got
to have theories. Another one of
my theories is called "Petting the
Raccoon." Racoons are wild and
vicious animals, but if you hold-
out food in the palm of your
hand, the racoon will come close
enough to pet. Once you've pet
it, the fear is gone. -Boldly, I
raised my hand. Kanner called
on me personally. "You!" he
barked. I rambled through an
answer, and then he went on. I
had petted the racoon. I had met
the enemy and had, emerged
victorious.
Third week of class:
Kanner had a habit of looking at
his seating chart, calling out a last
name, and saying "Tell us about
the next case." After a recitation
of the facts and holding, Kanner
begins to pick at that student's
response, slowly eroding any
, remaining vestige of confidence.
Student questions were handled
with similar tact. "You wanna
know WHAT?! Hey, If it looks
like an easement, walks like an
easement and quacks like an
easement, its an easement! Next
question. n A confused student
would plead, "But what if ... "
"Hey!" Kanner would snap, "If
my grandmother had wheels,
she'd be a trolley-car!
His eyes wandered the
room searching for the next
casualty. He studied the seating
chart. When the tension became
unbearable, he paused still
longer. Finally, he blurted out a
name. As the frenzied heartbeats
of a relieved room returned to
normal with a long sigh, there
was one individual who wouuld
know no peace for the ,next
fifteen minutes, the poor helpless
fool. Suddenly it hit me like a
ton of hornbooks. That poor,
helpless fool was me! I flipped
through my' notes to the case in
question. Looking down at my
brief, I realized that besides the
case name and a page of rather
artistic (well, maybe autistic)
doodles, my brief was devoid of
legal scholarship. I did
remember reading it though.
I fumbled, through the
facts and was able to string
together a few awkward sentences
that had a remarkable
resemblance to a holding (not
necessarily the holding of the
particular case, but I like to think
I was pretty close). Kanner
threw -up his hands in
desperation, his face a twisted
caricature of something less than
-human, yet somehow much more.
"Can anyone help this 'student'
out before he hangs himself with
his own tongue?
Then She entered my life.
Those long, sinewy fingers
attached to an arm altogether too
long, waving madly back and,
forth from the front row. She
was the student who always
volunteered. Just to hear her
own voice and show the
professors and the class just how
bright she was. There's at least
one of these in every class. But
today, She was my savior.
She began to expound
qpon some legal principle or
another. All I knew, at that
moment was that I was off the hot
seat. I attempted to get my heart
rate to return to normal. You
know, the standard karmic ,
meditations, deep breathing,
wishing it was exactly one year
ago when I probably would have
been sitting on our deck in the
sun reading comic books (ahh the
good old college days). During
this self relaxation period in
which I hoped that I hadn't made
to much of a fool of myself in
front of my classmates, I tuned
everything out, including
whatever it was She was spewing.
"Do you have anything to
add?" Kanner rasped. Holy shit! '
Kanner was talking to me. No, I
don't have anything to add! I'm '
just a first year, you're the
professor, you do it, I thought to
myself. What was I going to say?
I zoned out completely when She
was talking. My notes were
useless.
I should've restated my
earlier "point" or pretended to
rehash my point and combine it
with what She said. I should've
said anything other than what I
said. "No" I began, all too
smugly, in an attempt to, prove
through my confidence that I was
no moron. "I think She handled
it pretty well."
Kanner's eyes blazed
back at me. "Then She will get
the credit" he spat as he stabbed
at his seating chart with a red
pen. A restrained "0000000"
filled the room like stale cigar
smoke. The racoon had ~th.
Next issue: Garbesi- The Wizard
of Odds
THE BIG PICTURE
How to Improve our Schools
By William Perkowski
If the lower classes are
ever to achieve a level of
economic status equivalent with
the white majority, the U.S. must
improve its educational system.
This can be done in two easy
steps. First, create a ten billion
dollar annual fund paid for by the
Federal Government. Second,
give that money to the ten cities
in America with the worst crime
rate on condition they restructure
their schools into a competitive
voucher system.
Though 10 billion seems
a large amount, it is both
necessary & realistic. It is
reasonable to believe that with
expanding 'markets in Eastern
Europe and Russia combined with
a decline in defense spending, the
U.S. economy will continue to
expand. Thus, new funds will be
available to address social
problems within the next five
years. Further, the monies will
not only improve education, but
the economy as well. First, the
money injected into local
economies will create economic
momentum. Second, by
improving our educational
systems we will reduce future
costs of the justice and welfare
systems.
Spending money on
schools creates a domino effect,
in tum boosting the economy. As
schools hire more teachers (who
buy cars and houses) the whole
economy ignites and jobs are
created not just in schools but in
other industries as well.
Dollars spent on
education now are dollars saved
in future costs of maintaining the
poorly educated. Generally
speaking, prison inmates tend to
be uneducation. To the extent
that we can reduce the amount of
illiterate and illogical people in
our society, we decrease the
amount of money spent on
welfare programs, shelters, and
jail terms for people who could
not get jobs or otherwise adapt to
a complex society.
Step two of this
edcuational improvement plan
requires the receipt of money be
conditioned on schools
implementing a voucher system.
Each voucher would represent the
amount of money alloted for a
child's education. Parents would
_ choose their child's school
system. If the parents don't like
a particular school, they can go
elsewhere. The vouchers allow
parents to choose either private or
public schools. If a school does
not attract enough vouchers, then
it closes. If a school system does
not attract enough vouchers, then
it closes. Public school
bureaucracies· are monopolies, not
subject to market forces. If we
break these monopolies and force
individual schools to compete for
pupils, we improve the
management of schools and our
educational product.
The pilot program of this
new educational system should
begin in the ten cities with the
worst crime rates based on the
theory that crime and -poor
education are linked. If we
improve the educational systems
in those cities, we should, over a
period of years, see a dramatic
reduction in crime. If it works,
then we expand the program to
other cities.
In conclusion, if we are
to allevitate the inequities in
economic classes, there is only
one politically acceptable
alternative: improve education.
Improving, educational systems
improves opportunities and
economic status. Hopefully, as
the poor's economic status
improves, we will see a decrease
in crime and racial tensions. We
can achieve these goals within ten
years. It will require a
significant amount of money
which can only be raised at the
federal leve1. But, by mimicking
market forces, this will improve
the , management of schools
through increased competition.
OBSERVATIONS
A column of tips, quips, quotes
and other useless information.
-> w.A.s.
---> DOWNTOWN: For those
of you who are beginning to
doubt your ability to "do that law
thing", may I suggest- spending a
day in a courtroom. Pick anyone
you' want and just watch. You
will quickly discover that you are
just as competent as any of the
practitioners you observe.
Believe it or not, Loyola turns
out people who can be lawyers!
---> SAN FERNANDO:
When in court, always try to
recognize the head judge when
she walks into the courtroom.
This will prevent you from asking
a stupid question like, "When is
-the judge gonna' get here?" This
will also forestall you from
having to answer this inevitable
question [asked in response to
your above pearl of wisdom]:
"Who the Hell do you think I
am?"
---> STUDIO CITY: For all you
"valleyites", if you're looking for
a nice place to take, a walk, head
on over to Lake Hollywood.
Take Barham Dr. off the 101 and
get yourself to Lake Hollywood
Dr. (Check your maps, my
directions are shaky) Once'
around the lake is 3.2 miles. The
surface is Asphalt and has gentle
ups and downs. (Surface is a bit
rough for skaters) The path is
open from 6:30-10 a.m. and '2-
7:30 p.m. daily and 6:30 a.m. -
7:30 p.m. weekends. This body
of water is L.A. 's best kept
secret. It is a rejuvenating
experience.
---> MALIBU: Attention
Lords and Ladies, the "Reduced
Shakespeare Company" will be
appearing at Pepperdine's
Smothers Theater on Oct. 26 and
27. If you haven't had the
pleasure of seeing this troop of
performers, it consists of 3
(maybe 4) guys who perform
some of Shakespeare's greatest
works in a matter of minutes. If
I had seen these guys in high
school, English Literature could
have been an enjoyable
experience. Even Will himself
would enjoy their performance.
Call (213) 456-4522 for ticket
price and information. P.S.
Don't worry about attending a
show at Pepperdine, your legal
mind will in no way be damaged
by being on their campus.
---> SHERMAN OAKS:
Looking for a little instant
relaxation, companionship and
unconditional love but don't have
the time, money or inclination for
a heavy duty relationship? Buy a
fish. That's right, you read this
correctly ... BUY A FISH. I
did. Ben and I are very happy
together. He is a red cap
goldfish and cost me $3.99. (I
decided to spring for a red cap
because feeder 20ldfish often go
belly up. I just couldn't take the
trauma of losing a good buddy
during law school.) At first Ben
had some difficulty with the
transition. (To be frank, I
thought we were going to take the
BIG FLUSH because he wouldn't
get off the bottom of the bowl.)
But now Ben is just fine. He
swims in his bowl with majestic
gentility. His feather-like fins
glide through the water. Best of
all, he likes me. (Okay, okay
right now he likes his Tetra Fin
flake food but I give it to him, so
he's learning to like me!) .
--> DOWNTOWN: Learn to
defend yourselfl On Oct. 13 (this
Sunday), you can participate in a
wonderful self-defense class
called IMPACT. It is a 4 hour
class for $30.00 offered in the
student lounge. You must
register for the class. Contact
Gary Amico at the SBA office or
Kelly Sakir at the Women's Law
Office. This class is well worth
the time and money. Since so
few things in this life are, don't
miss this.
---> THOUGHT FOR THE
DAY: "Life is like riding a
bicycle. You don't fall off unless
you stop pedaling."
--- Claude Pepper.
WHAT DO YOU KNOW?-
How many of you out
there know what A;B.A.-L.S.D.
stands for? (No it is not the
A.B.A. on drugs.) It stands for
the American Bar Association -
Law Student Division. This is a
special section of the A.B.A. just
for law students. Any law
student attending an ABA
accredited law school is eligible
to become a member of the
Division with an annual due of
$15.00. Membership in the Law
Student Division gives students
access to information about the
substantive law in general and
specialized areas, offers economic
benefits, provides an opportunity
for students to develop their
leadership skills, and creates
great networking with practicing
attorneys.
Okay, enough of the pat
pitch to join, now let me tell you
what I learned about this group.
Having recently become the SBA-
ABA representative, I settled in
to learn about the group I have
chosen to represent. This group
is your first big link to the ABA.
But more importantly, this group
gives you the opportunity to find
out more about specific areas of
law that interest you.
By joining the ABA-LSD
you automatically get a
subscription to Student Lawyer
magazine and to the ABA
Journal. You also get discounts
with PMBR, Hertz Rental Car ,
Health and Life Insurance plans
and MCI. You can also get a
MasterCard at special student
rates. Also, you can participate
in any special deals set up by the
ABA. (For example, in Jan there
is a "Palm Desert Golf and
Tennis Recruiting Classic" at La
Quinta Resort. This is designed
for attorneys aDd students so they
can meet outside the interview
room. More information about
this will be posted soon.)
Your membership also
allows you to join any of the
subdivisions (criminal tax, ,
environmental, labor etc.) within
the ABA. As a member of that
section you will receive all the
literature and information
published by that division. This
includes magazines and pamphlets
put out for the practicing
attorneys. All this information
helps to keep you abreast of the
changes in that area of law. They
even have a special division
devoted to law practice
management. This is helpful for
those of you interested in hanging
out your own shingle. It would
also be helpful to those people
whose firms have already
recognized their amazing abilities
and have asked them to be
managing partners.
The best part about the
special division membership is
that you have the opportunity to
be a student liaison to that section
of the ABA. You will have input
into the changes suggested by the
ABA. Did you know that the
ABA has a committee considering
changes in legal education? Did
you know that the ABA has a
subdivision called COMWlP
(Commission on Minorities and
Women in the Profession) whose
sole purpose is to promote full
and equal participation by
minorities and women in the legal
profession? Did you know that
many of the divisions of the ABA
often make recommendations to
Congress regarding changes in
the law? As a student liaison you
will have the opportunity to meet
lawyers who are the best in their
field. Often, student liaisons are
funded by their division to attend
that divisions convention and
provide student input. (One
lucky student from Pepperdine in
the labor division is going to the
Virgin Islands!)
Finally, membership
allows you to run for regional
and national positions in the
ABA-LSD. I really encourage
anyone who is even remotely
interested in taking an active role
in shaping the legal profession to
become a member. I am only •
sorry I didn't learn about the
benefits of this group much
earlier. As a third year , (and
hopefully on my way out of law
school) I cannot use all the things
ABA-LSD has to offer, but I
hope all of you will. If you are
interested in joining the ABA-
LSD just stop by the SBA office
and pick up a packet and
membership form. (You can also
stop by the Loyola Reporter and
ask me, Wendy Scholl, all about
it.)
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The Loyola Reporter
is committed to
serving the law
school community.
The Reporter
welcomes any and all
articles written by
stUdents or stUdent
groups.
Hey Students! For a change of pace", try
JI..
Fiesta Americana
Restaurant
Conveniently located on the
Comer of Olympic & Union
1543 W. Olympic Blvd.
Loyola Students with valid ID
get free drinks!!
[Coffee@Tea@Soft drinks@OJ]
Phone in Orders:
385-1238
NIGHT LITE(Con't)
ESSAY QUESTIONS --
20 POINTS EACH. She is upset.
He can't figure out why. He
offers a solution. Let the
secretary move in. The three of
them can work it out. Together.
She tells my wife she could have
forgiven him. But it was all a
little too weird. In retrospect,
though, I suppose she shouldn't
have been surprised. Consider
his business. What's one more
under the roof?
She files for divorce.
Now don't forget, this is
all real life. So here's the hypo.
You're his attorney. He, or
someone looking very much like
him, walks in your door. Tells
you his story. Pays you a hefty
retainer.
So. Off the top of your
head. What do you say?
Remember not to laugh. This is
a paying gig. Offer him coffee.
Or herbal tea or something.
Practice pointers:
(1) Explore the "I wasn't
myself" defense. This may help
during the settlement conference.
Ask specific questions. Who was
he exactly during the affair? At
what times? With whom? Who
does he want you to bill?
(2) Find out if he
channels for anyone eminent.
Cardozo? Holmes? Melvin
Belli? If so, get his rates.
(2) The adulterous act is
key. Force him to be specific.
Was there group sex? If so, was
he present? If not, why not? Get
reasons. Take names. Pitch a
story to People. Think mini-
series.
EXTRA CREDIT. How
are channelers ranked? Class
standing? Exams? Who does the
ranking? One judge? A
committee? Can anyone tell?
Just wondering . . .
FOR THE RECORD.-
The last thing She said to him
before He drove away with his
stuff was, "I don't want you
coming back. In this life. Or in
any other."
He's living with the
secretary now. She's lost a lot of
weight. Redoing her portfolio.
Back into acting. Life goes on.
THANK YOU MR.
PARK. So if you tuned in last
month, you remember I was out
of work, fighting with my wife,
praying for a job, a winning lotto
ticket, anything . . .
So congratulate me. I'm
now law clerk to Tyson B. Park,
Esq. Loyola Law evening
division 'SO. Ex of the Los
Angeles District Attorney's
office, now crack criminal and
civil attorney. I'm loving it.
Completely out of my depth, too.
But Tyson is a terrific
teacher. Patient. Which I need.
I'm learning the law business
from the bottom up. Which I
also need.
Tyson is Korean. So are
most of his clients. English is his
second language. But he has a
wonderful sense of the law. He
went through the evening
program when he was about my
age. "Harvard of the west," he
says. He's very proud. This is
what's called "lucking out."
Yes friends. Prayer
works.
EAT EM UP. A lady
who sits in front of me in class
used to eat in the cafeteria a lot.
"Not any more," she says. A
victim of Chez Loyola. I thought
this might be worth mentioning.
Midnight. Emergency
room. Food poisoning they told
her. Something in the cheese.
"They were positive it was from
here," she said. I don't use her
name because I don't want to
embarrass. But since you live
here, you need to know these
things.
She called the school.
"They were very concerned, " she
said. Pro-active. Helpful. She
shrugs off the incident. A tough
lady. I'm a fan.
I asked Tim Winter; the
SBA, Evening President what's
what in cafeteria land.
"There have been a lot of
complaints, " he admitted. Things
like inadequate service at peak
hours. Lack of junk food. Lack
of improvement since last year.
Tun says if you have
complaints, drop him a note
through interoffice mail. "We
are a funnel point for the
administration," he said. So if
you have a problem, tell Tim.
Or an evening SBA rep. 'Nuff
said.
HAPPY DAYS. Second
year evening Drew Hutton and
his wife Doreen are expecting
their first in April. He's
methodical. A CPA for litigation
consultants Freeman & Mills.
She's a designer. She set the
schedule. So the baby is due
sometime close to finals. Try to
be extra nice to Drew, okay?
WELCOME
COMPANY. Byron Mauss,
second year evening, and wife
Debbie welcomed daughter,
Annika, on August 30. Their
second. The oldest is also a girl,
Kelse, 21 months. I asked how it
was going. He said they all have
colds right now. "We're all
staying up taking shifts with the
baby, " he said. He admits it will
be tough this year. Kelse's first
Halloween is on a school night.
"Being here every night is hard
for me, " he said. Amen to that.
UPWARDLY MOBILE.
Evening ace Christine Mandish
starts clerking for the District
Attorney's offiCe Oct. 7. My
boss says the L.A.D.A. 's office
is the best in the world. Since
he's always right, it must be so.
Clerking is the traditional path to .
assistant D.A.ing. Christine got
the job through a referral from a
Loyola professor. Congratulate_
her when you see her.
COSTUME
SUGGESTIONS. Halloween's
on a school night, right? So be
creative. Come as your favorite
case. Some ideas? How about
wearing hip boots and carrying a
boat oar? Roe v. Wade. Or for
the ladies, wear a house dress and
slippers. Carry a bathroom scale.
Instant Mrs. Palsgraf. Of course,
no one will get it. But so what?
, , .
It's 5:50 a.m. Time to
go to work. Drop me a line if
you think about it. I need births,
marriages, highpoints, input.
Mailbox 794. I think. You can
check.
I hope the baby wakes up
before I leave this morning. See
you next month.
OB, GROW UP
By: Wendy Scholl
-b }I 'Cause growing up is
awfuller then all the
awful things that ever
were, I'll never grow up.
never grow up. never
grow up. No sir. not
me. }I -b }I
--Peter Pan
I remember the first
weeks of first year like it was
yesterday. Time couldn't
possibly move any slower. Every
minute gave me yet another
opportunity to feel guilty about
not working on something for
class. If (by some freak of
nature) I ~ working on
something for class, time afforded
me the prime opportunity to feel
stupid for hours on end because I
just didn't get it. (Boy, those
were the days weren't they?)
Yet guilt and stupidity
combined to form a strangely
comforting feeling. Perhaps
because it -harkened me back to
grammer and high school days.
- Somehow the first year of
law school reminded me of that
warm embryonic state. People
didn't harass you. You could
spend as many hours as you
needed to pull yourself together.
No one expected you to know
what you were doing or even if
you liked it.
During first year I
remember looking at the second
years dressed up in suits sitting in
the hallways of Loyola. They
looked like deer caught in the
headlights of a speeding Peterbilt,
facing their impending future with
a look of confusion and fear.
There they sat, waiting for
opportunity to tell their respective
interviewers how much they'd
love to practice underwater estate
planning and criminal home ec.
(or whatever that firm did). You
hardly noticed how they chaffed
at the maturity thrust upon them.
With the exception of the random
trip over an imperceptible crack
in the pavement and the
occasional "snort" laugh, almost
everyone successfully portrayed a
"grizzled veteran" of law school.
Everyone seemed able to handle
any legal question put to them.
They were somber and capable.
I wondered if I would ever join
their ranks.
I didn't have to wonder
long. Warp speed kicked in and
I found myself at the Hyatt Hotel
wearing green in a sea of blue
and black suits trying my best to
be mature. ("'For those of you
-who don't know, last year OCI
was held off campus in a Hotel to
accommodate the myriad of
employers storming the doors of
our school during those better
economic times.) I learned
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somber and capable I am not. As
I looked down the halls I didn't
see an opportunity to score a job;
all I saw was a prime place to
learn to roller skate. (Think
about it, long narrow halls, just
about arms length appart so you
can't fall too far. It's perfect.)
Every time I knocked on an
interviewer's door the words
"room service" leapt to my lips.
Many of my colleagues looked at
me in wonder. "Why is she
smiling? Doesn't she know this
is the rest of our lives?" Others
silently thought, "Great, I won't
have to worry about her as
competition. "
In looking around the
waiting room it was my opinion
that we needed a whoopee
cushion (or some other device to
make loud obscene body function
noises) to break. the tension.
Since I was without such a device .
(and I wasn't about to make an
obscene body function noise on
my own; I do have some
standards), in an effort to break
the "I've-got-to-convince-
employers-I'm-serious-about-law"
attitude that enveloped the room I
attempted to crack a small joke.
I leapt out of the bathroom with
one of the large bath towels
shouting to the nearest person,
"Quick honey, put this in your
suitcase, no one will know it is
gone. " The room went silent. I
was greeted with looks that
ranged from marvel to disgust.
(Granted, it wasn't a great joke,
but there was no need for those
people to look at me like I was
Gilligan, and I'd just screwed up
their chance to leave the island
again.)
In that moment two
things happened. First, I'd
labeled myself as one of the
biggest goobs on the campus (I
still have trouble avoiding that).
But more importantly, I decided I
was never going to take anything
that seriously. Time may be
ticking, people may hand me new
responsibilities, I may have to
decide what to do with my life,
but if people want me to grow
up, they'll have to grab me by the
lapels and drag me to maturity. I
am determined to fight it every
step of the way.
I guess the point to thi!l
seemingly pointless article is to
remind people what law school is
about. It is designed to teach us
about the law, to "think like
lawyers. " It is not designed to
tum us into lawyers. If you find
that happening, it happens at your
option. If you are happy with it,
I'm glad. If you're not happy,
make a change quickly.
This is your life. Don't
let society, bad economic times,
or the cult of the big lizard make
you do anything you don't want
to do. For those of you who
don't know what you want to do,
fear not. Most of the rest of us
are clueless too. Feel free to join
me in my mission to become the
great Court Jester of life. Better
yet, just relax until you know
what you want ... there's no great
hurry,
KAHN, cont
All of last year, the
SBA, in conjunction with the
Environmental Law Society and
the Students for Environmental
Awareness, worked hard to get
recycling bins at Loyola. There
are bins for aluminum, glass,
and plastic located around
campus. Please use them!
The SBA meetings are
open and anyone is allowed to
attend. Our regular meetings
will be held every other
Thursday from 12:05 p.m. to
1:00 p.m. Please check the
bulletin for specific date and
room number. We usually have
a lot of business to cover, so if
you are interested in
participating leave a note in my
box in the S.13Aoffice (by 5
p.m. the Monday before the
meeting you plan to attend) so
that I may include you on the
agenda.
If you are interested in
serving on one of the following
administrative/faculty
committees, please sign up on
the SBA office window:
Art
Clerkship Placement
Clinics and Externships
Disciplinary
Environmental
Library
Public Interest Grant
SexuaLHarassment
"
1st, 2nd, and 3rd year students
may apply. The deadline to
sign up is October 17, 1991 at 5
p.m.
Attention first year
students ... SBA has coordinated
with the St. Thomas Moore
Society to set up a tutoring
program; second and third year
students in the top 15% of their ,
classes are offering their free
help. If you need assistance in
any substantive area or would
like some guidance in briefing
and outlining techniques, please
sign up in 'the St. Thomas
Moore Society office in room of
the Casassa Building or call
736-8118, c-ioi.
QUESTIONS THAT' HA VB
BEEN ASKED AND
ANSWERED (OR AT LEAST
ADDRESSED •.. )
SBA is currently
checking into acquiring more
tables and chairs for the outside
eating areas.
Cable T.V. in the
cafeteria is on its way.
We are currently
planning an In-N-Out burger day
for November.
SBA will be selling the
heavy Loyola Law Sweatshirt
this year. We will keep you
posted. If you have any other
questions, concerns, ideas or
suggestions, please come and
see me during my weekly office
hours. You can find me in the
SBA office on Thursdays from 1
to 2:30 p.m.
YOUNG MAN, cont
4:55 PM Friday). No, thought
he, what he really needed was a
fool-proof method of producing
income; one that didn't require
any overhead, personal
commitment, or perspiration.
Teach law? Naaahh. . .
too easy! Even the King of the
Couch Potatoes needed something
that at least resembled gainful
employment, even if it really
wasn't. He thought and he
thought. He heard a back-fire,
off in the distance recesses of his
gray matter. Something was
coming . . . another image of the
future? ... yes ...
A courtroom appeared.
Someone was speaking to him!
"Mr. Man, why do you think this
issue should be decided on
accretion and avulsion
principles?" Thinking quickly,
the Young Man responded: "I
don't believe I've been briefed on
that matter." "YOU haven't been
briefed?? You worthless bag of
dirt, you're the one who's
supposed to be prepared to argue
this issue!" screamed U.S.
Supreme Court Chief Justice
Akram Awad. Oh, oh, thought
YM, that's two strikes, man
overboard, red alert, . . . time to
drop back ten and punt.
"My client has such
confidence in his position, that
he's willing to submit the
matter. " "AAARRGGGHHH!!"
screamed all nine members of the
high court. "Appellants are
supposed to speak persuasively,
every . word crying out for
reversal, you flake! You couldn't
argue your way out of a wet
paper bag!" shrieked the nonnally
reserved Justice Souter.
Associate Justice Arnold
Schwarzenegger couldn't take-
anymore. "Your Clothes - giff
dem to me!" A queasy feeling
came over the Young Man; he
was experiencing a very strong
desire to look behind him and see
if the person funding this travesty
was present. There was no need.
A pair of hands had closed
around his throat from behind. A
grim visage loomed above the
Young Man's face . . . "Elvis?
Is that really you? Have we
discussed payment for today's
appearance?"
To be continued next issue!
(or maybe not ... what's it
worth to you?)
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Dear Sandra,
I've just started my first
year in law school, and I'm
overwhelmed by the whole
experience. In particular, I'm
surrounded by all these cute and
intelligent women, many of
whom are available. I find it
very hard to concentrate on my
work. I take law school very
_seriously, and Lreally want to
do well, but I can't ignore
certain "natural urges." I've
recently scheduled a date with a
woman in my section, and
would appreciate any advice you
could give on the whole subject
of dating in law school.
Signed, Horny and confused Dear Sandra,
I'm in my first year of
law school, and was wondering
what your thoughts are on
commercial outlines and study
aids.' My books are just so big,
I don't know if I can read all the
material. I'm considering
buying every study aid in the
bookstore.' What should I do?
Signed, Bewildered and
bemused
.Dear Horny and confused,
Wake up and smell the
coffee! Like my grandpappy
used to say, "Don't shit where
you eat." You're going to be
stuck with this person for your
whole first year, everyday, in
the same classes and the same
space. It's better to "just be
friends." Once you get into the
real world working for a big
firm, you'll hear about the other
saying, "Don't fish off the
company pier." 'These cliches
are cliches for a reason! You
horny little guys have to learn to
keep your rockets in your
pockets. Take a cold shower,
and if that doesn't work, just go.
over your Civil Procedure notes
for the week. I've found that
Civ Pro is always effective at
killing '!the mood." (It always .
worked on "Wild Bill" .)
Your pal, Sandra >
Dear Bewildered and bemused,
Wake up and smell the
coffee! Do you think ~at our
great forefathers had commercial
outlines when they drafted the
Constitution? Heck no! They
relied on good old hard work
and intellect to draft the greatest
document known to man.
You're not just in school; you're
attempting to enter an exclusive
institution based on a
painstaking analysis of the legal
and philosophical Issues faCing
mankind. You can't get that out
of an "outline." So put your
nose to the grindstone and
uphold the honor and tradition
of the legal profession. Like my
grandpappy used to say,
"Shortcuts are for the
shortsighted. "
Your pal, Sandra
J. Marshall, dissenting:
Dear Horny and confused,
I disagree with my
frigid colleague. I found that
the occasional "fraternization"
with my classmates added to my
enjoyment in law school. After
all, you do see these people
everyday, and it's only to be
expected that you may become
romantically involved with a
member of th,e opposite sex in
your class. (or the same sex, as
the case may be). Just be
responsible about it and use a
condom. Remember, safe sex is
good sex.
J. Marshall dissenting:
Dear Bewildered and bemused,
I disagree with my anal
retentive colleague. I found >
legal aids to be invaluable
during my law school
experience. It's important to
balance life with school, and
'outlines can cut through a lot of
unnecessary material. Face
'facts, half the battle is figuring
out the black letter law, and
sometimes it can be pretty grey.
Just use your judgment and the
advice of your professors.
~ I I t I I r
tThe Loyola Reporter Editorial
Board cannot express how much
we appreciate Justice
O'Connor's donation of time
and sage counsel.
ARTS & ENTERTAINMENT
Captain Tort
Answers to last issue's crossword puzzle
(like you really care)
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California 1991-1992
Season & Bag. Limit on
Attorneys 8. Attorneys may be taken
with rifles, pistols, shotgun, or,
during the special bow-only
season, with bow and arrow.
Bow hunters shall use
broadheads, and firearm hunters
shall use a cartridge with muzzle
energy equal to or greater than
that of the factory load for a .44
Magnum. These provisions are
for hunter safety, as attorneys
have been known to charge
ferociously even when
unmolested. (If attacked by an
attorney, hunters are advised to
abandon their billfolds, as the
attorney will always stop for the
cash, allowing the hunter to
make an escape. Occasional
bunters have been reported to
have escaped by shouting
"Bankrupt I" -however, hunters
~ the greater Los Angeles area
are advised not to do this, as it
tends to triple the amount of
lawyers in the immediate
vicinity and start a feeding
frenzy.)
1. Any person with a valid
California hunting license may
harvest attorneys. There is no
bag or possession limit.
2. The attorney season is
closed during the meeting of the
State Bar in September of each -
year, this being the equivalent of
the mating season.
3. Attorneys may be taken
with traps and deadfalls;
currency may not be used as
bait.
4. Attorneys may not be
killed with a motorized vehicle.
If accidentally struck, the hunter
should move the carcass to the
roadside, and proceed to a car
wash.
5. It is unlawful to, shout
"WIllPLASH, "
"AMBULANCE," or "FREE
SCOTCH" for the purpose of
trapping attorneys.
9. Care should be used so
as not to endanger any
remaining species. We do not
want a repetition of the disaster
that followed the "no limit"
season on the subspecies
"Honest Lawyer." That-
particular variety is now extinct.
Excessive harvesting of other
species could dry up the supply
of palm grease, cheap tbree-
piece suits, and forked tongues
that efficient dressing of
lawyers' carcasses yield.
6. It is unlawful to h~nt
attorneys within 100 yards of
BMW or Mercedes dealerships.
7. It is unlawful for a
hunter to disguise himself as a
reporter, drug dealer, accident
victim, physician, bookie,
female law clerk, or sheep for
the purpose of hunting
attorneys.
Law's cool
Mostman
